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Chats With the Editor 
A Ton of Sand 


There was a whole ton of sand 
piled on the sidewalk in front of Miss 
Abby Jenkins’ store in Liverpool, Eng- 
land. 

Miss Abby glanced at the clock, and 
something close to panic gripped her. 

She was in a double fix. The sand had 
to be moved off the path immediately or 
she could be arrested. 

Worse yet, school would soon be out. 
And Miss Abby knew that rowdy school- 
boys would run all over the pile, kicking 
it and throwing the sand around. 

In a burst of desperate energy, she seized 
a bucket and shovel and began the tre- 
mendous task alone. 

She hadn’t been working long when a 
little neighbor boy not yet old enough for 
school toddled by. “Just like at the sea- 
shore,” he crowed when he saw the sand, 
and ran to his house, got the bucket and 
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shovel he always used when the family wenr 
to the beach, and came back to help. 

Miss Abby smiled. The little boy wasn’t 
much use, but it was nice to have com- 
pany. Then the smile froze on her lips. 
School was out! She could hear the chiii- 
dren charging up the street. In a moment: 
her whole ton of sand would be scattered. 

With a whoop and a holler the children 
raced to the sand pile—and stopped. Sev- 
eral went into a huddle. 

Then two of the boys walked toward 
Miss Abby while the rest watched quietly. 

“Afternoon, Miss Abby,” the taller one 
said and tipped his cap politely. “If you 
have some extra shovels or buckets, we'll 
help move the sand for you, if you’d like. 
Where do you want it put?” 

“Well, er, thank you,” stammered Miss: 
Abby. “I'd like it very much if yowd help: 
me. It’s got to go around to the back, and 
I think you'll find some extra buckets and! 
shovels back there.” 

With a roar the boys dashed to the back.. 
They found the shovels and buckets, but 
there weren’t enough for a dozen boys. The 
rest got tin cans and empty flower pots. 

A man in the garage at the corner heard 
the noise and came to investigate. “I de- 
clare,” he muttered. “These boys need a 
wheelbarrow.” He got one. Then, “How 
fast can we fill the wheelbarrow?” the boys 
challenged one another. “Who can push it 
to the back the quickest?” 

Like water spilled at the beach, the sand 
disappeared before Miss Abby’s wonder- 
ing eyes. In just minutes it was gone from 
the front and piled neatly at the back. 

And just as quickly the boys were gone. 
Miss Abby tried to stop them long enough 
to give them something, but they left toe 
fast. “Glad to do it!” they shouted over 
their shoulders. “Call on us again!” “That 
was fun!” “Thank you for letting us help!” 

She gazed at the tidy sidewalk. “What 
lovely people boys are,” she whispered. 
“God bless them every one.” And then— 
if it hadn’t been known for a fact that Miss @® 
Abby never did any such thing—you would 
have been sure you could see a little tear 
of gratitude glisten in the happy shop- 
keeper’s eye. 


Your friend, 


hos, Wlazwsel 


























Only God and a hen knew where Johannes was hiding! 





God's Care for 
Johannes Brenz 


By INEZ 


| pew story happened more than four hun- 
dred years ago, during the Reforma- 
tion, when men and women and children 
were heroes for God. Johannes Brenz was a 
Protestant preacher, and he knew the em- 
peror wanted to put him in jail. He was 
constantly alert when he prepared his ser- 
mons, listening, for he knew if the streets 
suddenly became quiet it would probably 
mean that soldiers were on the way. He lis- 
tened now. Peddlers were calling to people 
to buy, and drivers were shouting to their 
animals. 

“All is well for the moment,” he whis- 
pered. “But if the soldiers find me ~ 





BRASIER 


closed his eyes. “Father in heaven, protect 
us,” he prayed. 

The door rattled as someone pounded 
on it. Johannes Brenz prayed again as he 
opened it. A man from Duke Ulric handed 
him a message. He broke the seal and 
smiled. The duke was inviting him to come 
to his palace as a guest. 

“Thank You, Father,” Johannes prayed. 

Somehow, Johannes Brenz and his chil- 
dren managed to leave Wiirtemberg with- 
out the emperor’s hearing about it. Soon he 
reached Duke Ulric’s palace in Stuttgart. 

“With me you will be safe from persecu- 

To page 17 


The soldier never discovered that Johannes was hiding right behind the woodpile. 









JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 


A 2 Pal 


BIRD-SITTING 
IS FOR THE BIRDS 


By VELVA B. HOLT 


| pe mages struck our front porch about 
nine o'clock on a Friday morning. The 
villain wore blue, and our house was com- 
pletely upset till the sun went down. 

Five baby birds had hatched in a planter 
close to our front door. They were growing 
fast till that sneaky pest swooped down. He 
was a bluejay, and he seemed to know what 
he was after. By the angry squawks of the 
parent birds, we guessed they knew too. 

My husband opened the back door and 
shouted, “There’s a bluejay out here and 
he'll be killing the babies!” But already I 
was racing out the front door, and an- 
swered on the run, “Not if I get to him first, 
he won't.” 

I picked up the nearest rock I could 
reach and started to throw, but the bluejay 
saw me and flew away. 

Fridays are always busy, and this one was 
even busier than usual, for I had visitors. I 
asked Virginia and two-year-old Mike to 
keep an eye on the birds, for I certainly 
didn’t have time to play nursemaid to 
them. Yet I couldn’t bear to see a big old 
jay kill those innocent little babies. After 
lining up some rocks as ammunition along 
the porch railing, I asked Virginia to sit in 
the doorway while I went on house clean- 
ing. 

Soon she called me and I rushed out, 
grabbed a rock, and heaved it at the jay, who 
was now parked on the garage roof ten feet 
from the nest. The rock missed him by 
inches, but hit the top of our car, making a 


good-sized dent. I went back into the house 
disgusted, and my husband decided to leave 
with the car before I broke a window! 

More than an hour passed before we saw 
the jay again. He must have been really 
scared. Then we heard the shrill screams of 
the baby birds and the frantic cries of the 
older ones. But when I reached the scene I 
was too late. The jay had killed one baby 
bird and was already taking off with it in 
his beak. My wrath waxed hot! 

I now discovered that all the birds were 
out of the nest and on the ground below, 
hiding beneath the flowers and _ small 
shrubs. Virginia and I combed the flower 
bed beside the sidewalk, but found only 
two birds. Apparently the jay had helped 
himself to two of the others before we dis- 
covered him, and now he had done away 
with the third. We became as determined 
to stop this villain as were the bewildered 
parents, who had just taken off in hot pur- 
suit of the ruthless “birdnapper.” 

Knowing that the thief wasn’t likely to 
be back right away, we tried to put the 
baby birds into their nest, but they had 
other ideas, and as soon as we would get 
them in, out they would fall, plunk!— 
down onto the ground. Fortunately, they 


missed the concrete porch. We knew it wa 


no use to try to keep them in now that 
they had found the way out. Yet, we knew 
they were unprepared to meet life. They 
had scarcely anything on but pin feathers. 

We must think of another way to protect 








ey uss is published and printed every Wednesday by the Review and Herald Publishing Assn., Washin ton 
, D.C., U.S.A. Second-class postage paid ry Washington, D.C. Co opyright, 1960, Review and Herald Publishi ing 


Assn., Was 
4 | JUNIOR GUIDE 


shington 12, D. 














them, but while thinking, we must also 
keep busy. It was still Friday. 1 decided to 
wash the dishes and ran the water in one 
side of the sink, then turned on the hot wa- 
ter in the other side for rinsing. 

“That jay is out there again!” Virginia 
called, and out the back door I bounded as 
fast as I could go, picking up the first stone 
I saw; but the bluejay was onto my tricks 
by this time and darted into the oak across 
the street. It was just a game as far as he was 
concerned. He had no regard for my work, 
nor did he care that it was Friday. We would 
have to figure out a better way to protect 

ose babies if we were ever to get any 
a lork done that day. 

So Virginia suggested, “If we had a large 
kettle that they couldn’t get out of, we 
could hang it up where the other nest is and 
maybe they'd be safer in that.” I agreed, 
and found just the right one in the garage, 
an old aluminum kettle with a handle on 
each side to run a wire through. We made it 
cozy with a piece of bath towel, then spread 
the nest around on top of it so they would 














JEANIE MC COY, ARTIST 


We looked under every bush for the baby birds. They 
sat so still it was almost impossible to see them. 


feel at home. But the job was finding those 
cagey little rascals. They would be as quiet 
as mice when we got near, though they 
cried like crazy when their mother and fa- 
ther came around. It was plain that it was 
going to take more than us to change in- 
stinct. 

When we got their new home hung up 
where the old one had been, and the babies 
safe inside, they weren’t a bit thankful or 
contented. At first they tried hard to get out. 
We didn’t dare trust them alone, for the 
kettle wasn’t going to keep the jay out. 
This still wasn’t the answer. 

Then I got another idea. “There’s a piece 
of chicken wire in the back yard. We could 
put it over the top of the kettle.” With the 
tin snips I clipped off a piece of the wire 
and fastened it over the kettle. The birds 
were secure. But, we knew we had a bird- 
sitting job to do, for the babies couldn’t get 
out until we opened the “gate.” We only 
hoped the mother and father wouldn’t for- 
sake their little ones after all this human 
interference. We hadn’t the slightest idea 
what to feed them. 

At least I could relax now and get back 
to work—if I could remember where I left 
off. Oh, well, I'll sweep the garage; it needs 
it and I may as well do it while I’m here,” I 
said as Virginia went back in the house. 

Presently I heard a loud gasp, and Vir- 
ginia came running out for the mop. The 
water had been running in the sink all that 
time, and the kitchen floor was a swimming 
pool! It took both of us to figure out a way 
to get the stopper out of the sink, for we 
didn’t dare reach into that scalding water to 
pull it out. I finally thought of the long- 
handled, two-pronged fork, and it worked. 

To page 18 
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Chapter Four: Oxcarts, Forward! 


GARDENER for GOD 


By ANOBEL ARMOUR 


If you missed last week’s chapter: 


After getting a letter from the London Missionary 
Society telling him he couldn’t go to Africa, Robert 
Moffat received another letter a little while later tell- 
ing him he could go. He hoped to marry Mary and 
take her with him, but her parents said No. He 
sailed on the ship Alacrity, and after eighty-six days 
arrived in Cape Town at the southern tip of Africa. 
He hoped to go at once to the mission station in 
Namaqualand, where the mission society had asked 
him to serve. But first he had to get permission from 
the governor in Cape Town, and when he went to the 
governor, that important gentleman refused to stamp 
his seal on Robert’s papers. There was nothing much 
Robert could do after that but wait for the governor 
to change his mind—if he ever would. 


T HE eighty-six days on the Alacrity began 
to seem like eighty-six minutes, so slowly 
did the days pass here in Cape Town. They 
turned into weeks and the weeks added up 
to months, and all because the governor 
would not stamp his seal on Robert's pa- 
pers, giving him permission to go into Na- 
maqualand. 

“God will answer my prayer, someway, 
somehow,” Robert told himself each morn- 
ing. “Perhaps He did not give me the right 
words to say to the governor because I 
need further preparation.” 

His first act, when he learned that he was 
to be kept in Cape Town, was to write to 
the mission board in London. Perhaps they 
would assign him to some other place that 
he could get permission to enter. Or per- 
haps they would tell him to wait and be pa- 
tient. He had no idea what the answer 
would be. He only knew that it would take 
his letter three months to reach London, if 
the winds were right, and three months 
more for an answer to come back. 

“What a wonderful thing it would be if 
people could speak to one another without 
all this terrible time in between,’ he 
thought idly. It had been one of the hardest 
things about coming to Africa, the sure 
knowledge that six months was the very 
shortest time it would take to get an answer 
to a letter. 
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Walking down the roadway one June aft- 
ernoon, Robert stopped and talked to a 
Dutch merchant, in the Dutch language. 
The merchant laughed softly. Robert 
laughed along with him. “I guess my Dutch 
is still a little broken,” he admitted. 

“Not so broken that you haven’t been 
able to buy all the supplies you will need to 
take into Namaqualand,” Jan Van Steen 
told him. “I think it is good, the way you 
have used your time to learn to talk to us.” 

“At first I was bitter,” Robert confessed. 
“Then I looked at this town and noticed 
that the Dutch are the merchants. This 
waiting period is to be used for something 
useful, not for brooding,” he grinned. “I 
learned that very young.” 

“You will need your Dutch even more as 
you come back from your place in Na- 
maqualand to Cape Town, as you will have 
to do from time to time. You will be able 
to talk to Dutch farmers and buy their good 
milk and cheese. Sometimes it will be the 
difference between traveling hungry and 
traveling full.” 

“Twice you have spoken of Namaqua- 
land as though there was no doubt in your 
mind that I would go there eventually,” 
Robert said, puzzled. “Do you know some- 
thing that I do not know—or is six months 
so short a time to you?” 

“If I know anything that you do not know, 


moment,” Van Steen told him. “All I kn 
is that Christianity is needed beyond thi 
colony. And where there is a need, a way 
will be found. That is how it is with God.” 
“You make me feel humble,” Robert con- 
fessed. “Even though I, too, know that God 
will answer my prayers.” 
“It is because you were so eager when 
you came. The delay has seemed like idle- 
ness to you, even though you have been 


it is only because you have forgotten for 3 




















learning many new things each day.” Then 
suddenly his eyes began to sparkle. “I have a 
friend who is an evangelist. He is just now 
about to begin a long journey, visiting many 
tribes and preaching to them. Perhaps he 
will take you with him.” 
Robert’s eyes began to sparkle, too. And 
in three days’ time he was out of Cape 
Town, traveling with the evangelist. As 
. @r~ went from village to village he met 
“many people like those to whom he had 
come to preach. He saw their needs. He 
was touched by their eagerness to hear the 
Word of God. He picked up a few phrases, 
) too, because it was easy. But he didn’t stress 
that part of his learning. There were seven 
hundred languages, or dialects, spoken in 

} Africa. He would have to learn the one 

| spoken in Namaqualand at all events. 

June ran into July. Then it was August. 
And though they were now on their return 
journey, it didn’t seem possible that three 
months and seven hundred miles were al- 
most behind them. “It has been a revela- 
tion to me,” Robert told his friend. 

“To get close to the people is the best 
thing of all,” the evangelist agreed. 

“I believe this is why God delayed me,” 
Robert analyzed. “He wanted me to see my 
future work more clearly, so I could give 
, Him better service.” 

There was no word from the mission so- 
ciety when Robert Moffat returned to Cape 








Robert slipped on a rock. Parts of the wagons 
| 





Town. But he was so elated by his experi- 
ence that he hardly noticed the lack. He 
had never felt closer to God, nor more sure 
of his work in Africa. “Already I love these 
people,” he glowed. “How can I ever be 
thankful enough that I have been allowed to 
come here!” 

As if he could hear the very rejoicing of 
Robert's heart, the governor sent for him. 
“I have been thinking of your words,” he be- 
gan abruptly. “I have tried to forget them, 
but, over and over again, I seem to hear 
them. Sometimes when I should be doing 
something else I find myself thinking of 
how you said your work was to carry the 
light of the gospel.” He picked up the seal 
from the desk. “Do you have your creden- 
tials with you? I find that I can no longer 
stand in your way. See to your souls.” And 
he stamped the all-important seal on Rob- 
ert’s papers. 

A Mr. Ebner, who was stationed at the 
spot where Robert was to go, was to be his 
guide. Robert sent a runner with a message 
to him. Then he began going to all his 
Dutch merchants, gathering up his supplies. 
He went to check on his oxen. As he stood 
by them, stroking their fine necks and 
thinking how useful they were going to be, 
he looked up and saw a man watching him. 
The man came over and introduced himself. 

“I thought it was about time that you 
heard from London,” Mr. Ebner explained, 


floated downstream. All the sheep were lost. 
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“so I came on into town.” He was seeing to 
it that his own oxen were being fed and wa- 
tered while he talked. 

“I haven’t heard from London, but I do 
have the governor’s seal,” Robert told him 
jubilantly. Mr. Ebner had been notified of 
the delay, of course. Now his very presence 
seemed just one more assurance that the 
time for Robert to begin his work had come. 

By the time the supplies were gathered 
together and the oxen were yoked to their 
carts, it was well into September. It had 
been just a year since Robert had left Eng- 
land in the Alacrity, but he didn’t remem- 
ber that now. All he could think of was that 
Namaqualand was just over there—beyond 
the mountains. 

“Oxcarts, forward!” he shouted exultantly. 

“You are very young, my son,” Mr. Ebner 
murmured. But Robert Moffat didn’t even 
hear him. He knew at last how David, the 
psalmist, must have felt. The whole world 
was a song at the moment, and he felt quite 
capable of setting words to it. 

As they lumbered over the mountains in 
their slow carts many sheep followed them, 
shepherded by young men who had come 
into the colony with Mr. Ebner. No one 
could possibly carry enough provisions for 
such a long journey. The sheep were for 
food. The long loaves of bread in wicker 
baskets would last for a while. The cheeses 
would do for many weeks. But eventually 
the important part of the travel group would 
be the sheep—next to the oxen, of course. 

Past the mountains was the Kalahari Des- 
ert. Robert had been ready for this, because 
he knew that Namaqualand was very dry. 
But he wasn’t prepared for the sight that 
met his eyes. As far as he could see, the des- 
ert seemed to be a miracle of red and yellow 
blooms. September had ushered the spring 
into South Africa, but even then he hadn’t 
known that a desert could bloom. 

That night, by the campfire, he talked to 
Mr. Ebner. The sky above them was as black 
as ebony. Then a million stars suddenly 
broke through the blackness. They had 
never looked brighter, not even at sea. “Ev- 
efything here is beautiful,” he told his 
friend, awed. “The mountains, the flowers, 
the stars.” 

“If everything were beautiful, really, you 
would not be here,” Mr. Ebner reminded 
him seriously. “In Afrikaner’s kraal, where 
you will be stationed, there is much that is 
terrible. Two missionaries who were there 
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before me lost their lives. They were the 
Albrechts.” 

Robert shivered in spite of himself. Yet 
he knew that, no matter what he heard, he 
would keep on loving these people. He 
had learned that on the seven-hundred-mile 
journey. It was something that he couldn’t 
account for, for he knew that it was as deep 
as life itself. 

“The natives are not entirely to b 
blamed,’ Mr. Ebner went on. “Lawless 
whites have been cruel to them for a couple 
hundred years at least. They are suspicious. 
The Albrechts thought that Afrikaner had 
been converted. I myself baptized him. But 
who can tell? Who can tell? The folk in 
Cape Colony brand him as an outlaw, and 
there is a price of one hundred pounds 
sterling on his head.” 

Dozing off to sleep at last, Robert was 
haunted by the thought of a chief with a 
price on his head. In the days that followed 
he did not have much time to think of 
Afrikaner, though he did learn that a kraal 
was an enclosure surrounded by a high fence. 
Inside the fence the huts were built. And in- 
side of that was yet another enclosure for 
animals. It was like a walled city. 

The desert gave way to rocky country. 
The oxcarts were almost knocked to pieces, 
going into ruts and coming back up out of 
them. A dozen sheep disappeared. Wild ani- 
mals got them, the shepherds said. Worse 
than all the other things was the loss of some 
of the oxen. One strayed away, another died 
of starvation. The men were hungry, too. 
The loss of the sheep was almost more than 
they could stand. 

Mr. Ebner insisted on going one way. 
The shepherds insisted that he was lost. At 
last they saw a river ahead of them. “That is 
the Orange River,” Mr. Ebner croaked. “All 
we have to do is to cross it.” 

There wasn’t a sheep left after they forded 
the swollen river. Parts of the carts floated 
down the stream. But the remaining oxe 
struggled on. Mr. Ebner fell on a rock. ro 
ert pulled him to his feet. Robert slippe 
into the rushing water. Mr. Ebner held his 
head above the torrent until he could get his 
footing again. Then at last they were across 
the river and facing Afrikaner’s kraal. Rob- 
ert had had his first lesson in how deadly a 
roadless land could be. He had learned for 
the fourth or fifth time, too, how remorse- 
less time could be. Four weary months had 


To page 19 
















Animal 


Oddities 


| eee are odd in so many ways! 

Take the tick bird. He’s an animated 
toothpick. Crocodiles hold their jaws open 
while the bird pecks the razor-sharp teeth 
clean. One naturalist tells of seeing an old 
crocodile that, in a fit of absent-mindedness 
or greed, devoured the bird. Other tick 
birds shunned him. The crocodile died of a 
tooth infection. 

The fastest of all mammals is the cheetah. 
Tested by a stopwatch on a greyhound 
track, it clocked in at 70 mph! 

“There ain’t no such animal!” someone 
To page 18 


Lions sneaking up on an antelope use the cars’ exhaust to mask their scent. . . . People once thought 
giraffes came from camels and leopards. . . . An elephant eats 900 pounds of food a day. 
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Hello, there! 


This Is My Diary for 
May 1, 
What a Day That Was! 


7:00 A.M. 

It is a beautiful day here in Honolulu, 
Hawaii. Thomas Square has been put in tip- 
top shape. The lawns have been cut, and 
the fifteen-foot-high fountain in the center 
of the park is sparkling in the early sun- 
light. Already there are groups of Path- 
finders and staff members working on their 
booths. There is the occasional sound of 
hammer and saw. It promises to be an in- 
teresting day! 

9:00 A.M. 

All nine of Hawaii’s Pathfinder clubs are 


- 





1960. 


here now. The booths are up and the craft 
work is being arranged for display. You 
should see all the interesting items—lamp 
stands and homemade pastries and a home- 
made rocket, pineapples, bananas, model 
outrigger canoes, and hundreds of others. 
The poor judges! It’s going to be a job 
choosing the best! 
11:00 A.M. 


The Royal Hawaiian Band has arrived, 
and the marching units and floats are get- 
ting into formation for the parade. The 
motorcycle policemen are on hand to pro- 








Waimanalo’s float was decorated in Pathfinder colors—green leaves, yellow flowers, red orchids. 
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vide the escort. There they got I musr 


hurry to get a place near the reviewing 
stand. 


11:45 A.M. 


The Lt. Governor of the State of Hawaii, 
Mr. James Kealoha, is now taking his place 
on the reviewing stand, and the top-ranking 
MV leaders and the judges are with him. 

Here comes the band. Next in line is the 
Aiea club, with flags flying and a float. 
Their white-gloved marching unit presents 
a snappy “Eyes, RIGHT!” as they move past 
the stand. 

Next comes Central club, then Hauula, 
and then I couldn’t get them all down. 
There was too much to see. The floats were 
some of the best I have seen at Hawaii's 
Pathfinder fairs. 

Now everyone is quiet. The Lt. Gov- 
ernor is speaking. There must be five hun- 
dred people standing under the trees. He is 
challenging the young people to greater 
service for the community, and the church 
to continued interest in the character build- 
ing of its youth. His remarks receive en- 
thusiastic applause. 

Elder Earl Wright, the man in charge, 
now says it is time for lunch. I'll guess that 


these Pathfinders are really hungry after all 
the work of getting their booths set up and 
then parading for a mile in the sun. 


To page 19 


The Maili booth showed lamp stands, model outrigger 
canoes . . . Aiea Pathfinders demonstrated marching 
. . . Fire-by-friction contest gets under way .. . 
An outpost camp is set up in just twenty minutes .. . 
Directors of clubs earning first awards receive rib- 
bons from Hawaiian Pathfinder director Earl Wright. 


PHOTOS BY SHIGERU KOBASHIGAWA 
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GOD'S WAYS ARE MYS 


By JOSEPHINE CUNNINGTON rows x 


; HARDLY seemed fair, that every boy 
and girl in the church should be so ex- 
cited about the new academy and planning 
to go—except Ben. Ben sat in the junior 
class in the back of the church at Parker 
Falls, and felt as though he wished he could 
run away and not be heard of till he could 
come driving back all prosperous in a big 
new Car. 

The new academy was going to be lovely. 
The elder of the church had taken a group 
of the young people down there where it 
was, some forty-five miles away, on a Sunday 
when they had the dedication ceremony, or 
cornerstone laying, or something of the like. 
Ben had gone—yes, he had gone—but he 
was so sick at heart, it seemed as if someone 
might see how his heart was bleeding. 
There was Jim Weaver, right up in the 
front, and asking the president of the con- 
ference where the boys’ dormitory was go- 
ing to be built, and he ran right to the side 
of the area and said, “Hi there, Ben, my 
room will be right here.” 

Then, there was Beth. Even a boy in the 
eighth gets his eyes on some girls he ad- 
mires. You know how it is, you know you 
are not old enough to think of getting mar- 
ried as some silly fellows do, but you just 
naturally respect a fine girl, I guess. You 
can dream of a nice girl someday, and a 
nice home, with a pretty yard, roses, and a 
pleasant atmosphere. Well, Beth was going 
to attend, and she was running all around 
the place, her fair hair getting curlier by the 
hour. 

But—home. There was dad, who loved 
the bottle a lot better than he loved his fam- 
ily, and mother, who didn’t keep the house 
tidy the way the other fellows’ mothers did, 
so he had to be ashamed if the kids came in 
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suddenly. He had a paper route and paid 
his church school tuition himself. 

No one knew inside Ben’s heart. It was 
closed tight, he was so filled with fierce 
pride. He had been baptized and had stayed 
true to the church, even though not an- 
other living soul in his family was a bit of 
help to him. 

He knew he must not eat pork, but there 
was ma putting pork into everything on 
the table, till he did not know what to do. 
Mother knew better, too, for she had been 
an Adventist once, but had gone astray over 
shows, of all the silly things. 

“A person has to have a little pleasure out 
of life,’ Ben had heard her say again and 
again as she smeared lipstick on her lips 
and made off for the nearest movie. He 
would sit sometimes and shake his young 
head, then go in and try to bring order out 
of the snarl she had left in the kitchen. He 
had washed many a sinkful of dishes, then 
put a couple of potatoes in the oven to bake 
so he could get some food without its being 
flavored with pork. How she could think a 
show was worth more than the church was 
more than young Ben could understand. 

Of course, poor mother had never been to 
church school. Every day there you heard 
things that made you want to hold on for 
dear life, for it must be a wonderful thing 


to live forever with the blessed Lord in the® 


earth made new. 

Then, you learned in your Bible lessons 
about the prophecies, of wars and rumors 
of wars, and famines, and all that, and you 
learned in your history that time was in the 


“It’s your turn, Ben,” Jeanie said, but Ben did not 
hear. A deep pit had suddenly opened in the floor. 
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toes of the great image of Daniel 2. That 
meant that the wicked old earth was on the 
home stretch now, and there was no use 
wasting a lot of time on foolishness, when 
the end of all things was so near at hand. 
But Ben could not sell enough papers to 
go to the academy. It was as impossible as it 


would be to fly to the moon, he thought. He 
could never do it. 

Perhaps there were many kind people 
who, if they had known how badly he had 
wanted to go, might have helped him. But 
there was a great depression going on in 
the country then, and most folks had to dig 
for what they had, and there was little left to 
help anyone else. 

So Beth and the others went to the beauti- 
ful new academy. Letters came home about 
the fun they were having, of the marches 
they had on Saturday nights, and of the 
vespers on Friday night, with the organ 
playing “Day Is Dying in the West,” and 
everyone ih such clean good clothes, and 
the halls polished till they looked like glass. 

Beth said they always had sandwiches on 
Friday night, and you went around and got 
a sack lunch, so as to save the washing of 
too many dishes on the Sabbath and to pre- 
vent getting the scoured-up kitchen dirty. 
“They have the best sandwiches you ever 


tasted, Ben,” Beth had written on a card. 
“Tll make you some when I come home. 
They are called Egg Savory. I could eat a 
dozen if I was not afraid I'd start saying 
‘oink, oink.’” That was just like Beth. 

Gradually, Ben became an outsider. He 
got work with a firm in town, learning 
bookkeeping and accounting, and he had 
Sabbaths off. He spent long hours over 
books and got a self-taught book and a used 
typewriter, and soon he could type a good 
letter. After that, Ben got a shorthand book 
and worked on that. But he allowed his 
heart to grow bitter as gall. Why, why, why, 
he asked again and again. Why was he shut 
out when all the others were allowed into 
that magic world? Finally he quit going 
to church. 

There was one thing, though, that he 
never did. He never worked on the Sabbath. 
His bosses were so glad for the fine work he 
did, they never asked him further about his 
religion; they just went on letting him off 
on Friday at four o'clock, and he never had 
to go to work on the Sabbath. 

His mother asked him a time or two why 
he had quit the church, but he was a close- 
mouthed boy, and did not say much. 

“Oh, I just quit going,” he told her. 

“Don’t you think it’s true, any more?” 
she asked, eyeing him sharply. 

“Oh yes, Mother, it’s true,” he said, a bit 
too fiercely, and grabbed his hat to fling 
himself out of the room. 

“Well, don’t bite my head off, just be- 
cause you're sore you can’t go to that acad- 
emy,” she answered. “If your father had 
any ‘get-up-and-go’ about him, you could 
have gone as well as Beth and the rest. But 
no, we don’t get anything around here. The 
saloons get it all. They a 

Ben escaped, for he did not want to hear 
the long list of his mother’s grievances— 
which were real enough, except that she 
did not do her part either. 

By the time Jim and Beth and Carla and 
Weed were in the twelfth grade, Ben had 
$600 saved up. If he could not have an edu- 
cation, he would have a pretty home, he 
would, and he would have something that 
he need not be ashamed of the rest of his 
life. He worked fiercely and saved every 
cent he could scrape together. He helped 
poor ma, of course, but he was careful to 
save, too. 

Then, one day, he met a lovely girl. She 
came into the office with her father on 
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some business, and Ben met her and lost 
his head to her. And of course, in due time, 
they were married, but one thing Ben did 
not tell her—that he could not work on the 
Sabbath. And he could not buy things on 
the Sabbath. 

It was embarrassing, sometimes, the fixes 
he would get into, but he managed to wrig- 
gle out. Jeanie, his wife, would say early on 
Saturday mornings, “Ben, this would be a 
good day to mow the lawn,” or “Ben, could 
you run to the store and get me a dozen 
eggs?” It was amazing how he got out of 
such predicaments all the time. But he did. 
He usually got away from home and went 
to the library. Those years at the church 
school had done something to him. He 
hardly knew why he felt that way himself, 
unless it was something that old Brother 
Cunningham used to talk about at the 
prayer meeting sometimes. It was called the 
unpardonable sin. 

“What is the unpardonable sin, Brother 
Cunningham?” he had asked timidly. 

“Oh, that is a terrible, terrible thing, 
Ben,” good old Brother Cunningham had 
said. “You know how tough the soles of 
your feet get when you run barefoot all 
summer? You can run right over sharp 
stones, and they don’t hurt you at all, right?” 

“Oh, yes,’ Ben had laughed. “But when 
you first get your shoes off in the spring, 
say, but your feet are tender!” 

“Well, that is the way with our con- 
sciences and sin, Ben,” the kind old man 
had explained. “When we first come into 
the family of God, we are all tender, and ev- 
ery sin hurts like a house afire. The thing to 
do is to stay away from sin, lest we get all 
toughened to it so it doesn’t seem like sin 
any more.” 

Ben thought of Bert, who used to go to 
the church, and how he smoked and ate 
pork and worked on the Sabbath, and even 
swore once in a while. He didn’t want to get 
tough like Bert. He thought of Isabel, who 
used to say she wanted to be a missionary, 
but now she went to dances and painted 
like an Indian. He did not want to get 
tough like Isabel. He did not want to com- 
mit that unpardonable sin. 

Jeanie would tell her friends, “My hus- 
band is the strangest eater you ever saw. He 
won't eat meat or drink coffee or even a 
Coke. You never saw the beat of it. Just set 
him down to a plate of plain cornbread and 
beans, and he thinks he is at a feast.” 
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“Well, I'd be glad,” her friends would tell 
her. “My husband has to have all kinds of 
fancy food and wants a big meal every 
night. I get so tired I could die, just hanging 
over the cookstove all day.” 

Jeanie would laugh. “I have it easy, I'll 
tell you. He'd just as soon have bread and 
milk as anything. I guess I ought to be 
thankful.” 

But he never told Jeanie, or anyone, the 
thoughts that went through his head every 
day. He could not forget, he could not for- 
get, he could not forget! 

Then he heard that Jim had gone to take 
the nurse’s course, and that Carla had gone 
to college, and so had Beth. He did not feel 
bad any more; he just felt dully interested 
in what the old gang were doing. Then 
Beth got married, and her husband was a 
young minister. Still Ben did not tell Jeanie 
about the church, though he thought about 
it often on the Sabbaths when he went to 
the park or the library. Jeanie thought some- 
times he was at his work, but he never lifted 
his hand to break the Sabbath. Never once. 
It was all very strange. 

Then Jeanie begged him to learn how to 
play a certain kind of cards her friends and 
their husbands played. He refused at first, 
but she was so sweet, and she sat down be- 
side him with the deck and showed him 
how easy it was and how much fun, so that 
the first thing he knew, he was playing it 
with his wife—and beating her, to her de- 
light. 

“Why, Ben, you catch on so quickly! I 
can’t wait to tell the girls. We can have 
more fun, if you only will, Ben. They all 
think you are a stuffed shirt and won't have 
fun with us. But you will, won’t you, dear?” 

He would not promise, not yet. Some 
way, he got to thinking of the days in the 
church school. He could hear the teacher 
say, “No good ever came from playing cards, 
boys. They keep bad company. You see 
them in the places where the devil reigns 
supreme. No good ever comes with com- 
promising.” Ben thought of this now, as he 
held the innocent-looking cards. Jeanie had 
told him their names. There was the ace of 
spades, and cards that had pictures of kings 
or queens on them, and one called the 
joker. Oh, it was all that he had been 
warned against. Yet, he reasoned quietly to 
himself, why was he holding out at all? He 
wasn’t going to church. It had been years 
since he had seen much of the old crowd he 


used to love. He had let bitterness and frus- 
tration separate him from them. Finally, one 
week, Jeanie begged and begged till he con- 
sented to have a card party at their house. It 
was to be on Saturday night. 

“You'll just have to help me today, if you 
can get off,” Jeanie said. Ben stood and 
looked at her. It was a lovely Sabbath morn- 
ing. Across town Sabbath school was begin- 
ning. Funny he should remember that after 
all these years. Off in another State, Beth’s 
husband was a minister at a big church. 
Carla was a missionary in Africa. Jim was a 
male nurse in a big sanitarium near Colum- 
bus, Ohio. And he, Ben, who had been in 








EVERYBODY LOVED HIM 
By ETHEL HANSEN 


He stopped to help his brother 
To mend his little toy, 

And then, he left him smiling, 
A very happy boy. 


He often helped his mother, 
And did her errands too; 

He made her very happy, 
And he was happy too. 


He often played with others; 
And if he lost a game, 
He didn't fret and grumble 
And other players blame. 


He loved his little sister, 
And tried to make her smile; 
He played with her quite often, 
And thought it well worth while. 


Although he wasn't clever, 
Yet people loved him so, 
Because he made them happy 
As he went to and fro. 








the very same church school, under the very 
same teachers, was getting ready for a silly 
card game. A silly card game, when the 
angels of the Lord were hurrying to and fro 
getting the world ready for the second com- 
ing of the wonderful Lord Jesus. 

Suddenly, Ben went reckless. It was no 
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use. He went and got the hose and hooked 
it up and began to clean the car. He cleaned 
out the garage and trimmed the hedge and 
shook the rugs, and had time to run to the 
supermarket. Pretty soon, he saw the sun 
going down on the Sabbath he had not 
kept. The first Sabbath in all these years he 
had done the things he did today. Oh, why 
did he feel so bad? 

“Well, we surely got a lot done today, 
Ben,” Jeanie said happily. She had the card 
tables set up in the pretty living room. On 
the buffet were plates of delicious sand- 
wiches and cookies of all kinds, fresh from 
Jeanie’s oven. The percolator was bubbling 
on the stove. Jeanie was old-fashioned 
enough to like her coffee a certain way, 
though Ben had never drunk it. 

In just a little while, the house was full 
of couples, and they were going around 
with coffee cups and plates with sandwiches, 
and laughing and talking. Ben stood and 
watched them. This was the Sabbath he had 
not kept. Now, he was at his first card 
party. Jeanie was triumphant that she had 
at last gotten her quiet husband into the 
swing of things. She laughed and seemed as 
happy as a lark. At last they got settled 
down at the tables. Ben was at the table 
with Jeanie. 

They had been playing perhaps ten min- 
utes, when Jeanie said, “It’s your turn, Ben.” 
But he did not move. Suddenly, he lurched 
and fell from the chair. The merry party 
was suddenly all confusion. One of the 
women cleared up, while Jeanie went in 
the ambulance to the hospital with her un- 
conscious husband. No one knew just what 
had happened. Was it a heart attack? Ben 
was too young to have a stroke. But it was 
surely a seizure of some kind. He was un- 
conscious most of the night. 

When the morning came, and he awoke, 
he hardly knew where he was at first. There 
was poor mother weeping by his bed, try- 
ing to smooth the bedclothes and the pil- 
low. There was father, sober for once, and 
looking serious enough. But by his side was 
dear Jeanie, the coolest one of them all, 
ready to tell him where he was, and to piece 
together the happenings in his puzzled 
mind. He said little until father and mother 
were gone and he was alone with Jeanie. 

He turned on his side and took her hand. 

“I know better than the doctor what is 
the matter with me, Jeanie,” he said quietly. 
“And I want you to listen and not interrupt 
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me or think I am odd till I am through. I 
have made a mistake in not telling you a 
lot of things long ago. I should have, for I 
believe what I am going to tell you, and I 
love you well enough that I should have let 
you know.” 

Then Ben went on and told her about 
church school and the Sabbath. He told her 
the Bible verses he remembered all those 
years that proved that the Sabbath is not 
Sunday, but is the seventh day. 

“You have wondered why I was gone ev- 
ery Saturday, Jeanie. You wondered why I 
wasn't available to go to stores. Well, I 
couldn’t bring myself to it. I was jealous 
and hurt. I felt the Lord did not deal right 
with me in not giving me the same breaks 
the other kids in school had. I was bitter, 
but I knew it was the truth—so much so I 
could never bring myself to give it up 
entirely. I did not want to commit the un- 
pardonable sin.” 

Jeanie smoothed his brown hair and 
smiled. “You should have told me, dear. I 
would have understood.” 

“Well, last Sabbath—yesterday—I broke 
the Sabbath, the first time. Do you remem- 
ber? Then, in the evening, we had that 
card party. There were all kinds of things 
there I have been taught are wrong. There 
were cigarettes, and you know how Hank 
poured a little whisky in his coffee and 
said he was making it good the way his old 
Irish grandpa liked it? Then the cards, 
Jeanie.” 

“Dear, I didn’t know you felt so about it,” 
Jeanie protested again. 

“But, that was not the horrible thing, 
Jeanie. While I held those cards in my hand, 
suddenly, I looked down, and there right by 
my chair was a pit, deep and black and hor- 
rible. I could see you all laughing and talk- 
ing, but my chair was slowly crumbling 
over the side of that pit. I tried to scream, I 
tried to catch myself, but, Jeanie, I began to 
fall into that terrible hole. I never felt such 
a horrible sensation in all my life. I felt I 
was lost forever. 

“Suddenly, I looked up, and right on the 
edge of the pit was the loveliest Being I 
ever saw. Jeanie, it was the Lord. He 
reached down and took me by the hand, and 
drew me to Himself. I never felt such joy 
in all my life. He spoke to me only four 
words. I shall never forget them. 

“‘T need you, Ben,’ was what He said. 
And Jeanie, I will have to follow Him. I 




















hope you will go with me, for I must follow 
Him all the way.” 

“I will, Ben. I will go with you, and 
with Him—all the way.” 

That Friday night, at the MV meeting, 
Jeanie and Ben started going to church. 
And though that was more than thirty years 
ago, they have been going all the way ever 
since. Ben is the elder of the church now, 
and if you should go there to visit, Ben and 
Jeanie would just as likely ask you to go 
home with them to dinner. And if you are 
fortunate, and Ben decides to tell you, he 
will show you right where the deep pit ap- 
peared, right in his dining room, and where 
he caught a fleeting glimpse of how lovely 
Jesus is. A look will come into his face, 
when he tells it, that makes you know that 
he can hardly wait till he sees Jesus in 
heaven. 


God’s Care for Johannes Brenz 
From page 3 


tion,” the duke assured him. “You can study 
and write and prepare your sermons. No 
enemies of our faith will be able to trouble 
you here.” 

But one day a messenger came from the 
emperor and said, “The emperor knows that 
Johannes Brenz is living with you. I am 
commanded to bring him back with me, 
dead or alive.” 

“You will not find him here,” Duke Ulric 
told the officer. He could say this truthfully, 
because someone had brought word a few 
days before that the emperor was sending 
soldiers, and Johannes had fled. He was 
now in hiding, but no one knew where. 
For just before Johannes left, Duke Ulric 
said to him, “God will deliver you, 1 am 
sure.” 

“I have already sent my children to stay 
with friends,” Johannes told him. Then as 
the duke left the room, Johannes had 
knelt and prayed, “Show me what to do, 
Father. Show me where to go. Show me 
where to stay. I trust Thee to guide me.” 

As he prayed he heard a voice speaking 
to him. “Go through the upper part of this 
city and you will find an open door. Go in 
and hide yourself under the roof. Take a 
loaf of bread with you.” 

Johannes left the palace and turned 
toward the upper part of the city called the 
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Birkenwald. He went on through one street 
and across another. He passed house after 
house, but not one door did he find open. 

“The angel told me only one door would 
be open, and I believe it. Ah, here it is!” 

Anyone seeing him with the parcel un- 
der his arm would have thought as he went 
in through that open door that he was on an 
errand for the duke. He climbed the nar- 
row stairs to the attic and pushed open the 
door. 

There was a large pile of wood stacked 
under the roof. Johannes wriggled around 
it until he was in a tiny open space at the 
back. He lay still, listening to the sounds of 
the street. 

The very next morning the emperor's 
soldiers reached Stuttgart. Some of them 
watched the city gates, some watched Duke 
Ulric’s palace gates, and some searched ev- 
ery house in the city. Johannes heard 
them coming into the building where he 
was hiding. He listened to the shouting as 
they hunted for him through the rooms. He 
prayed as they jerked the attic door open. 
He prayed, too, as they pushed their spears 
through the woodpile. 

“The Protestant is not here!” one of the 
soldiers shouted. “He is not in Stuttgart! A 
chase for nothing!” 

The soldiers stomped down the stairs, 
then on down the street. 

There was a little sound near Johannes’ 
hiding place. A hen! It turned around sev- 
eral times to make a nest in the wood chips. 
Then it laid an egg and squeezed out 
through a small opening in the woodpile. 

“Praise God! Now I have an egg to eat 
with my bread!” Johannes exclaimed rever- 
ently. 

Every day after that he heard the scratchy 
sound as the hen wiggled through the nar- 
row opening. Every day it laid an egg in 
the nest. But on the fifteenth day it did not 
return. 

“Now I am sure the soldiers are gone 
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from Stuttgart. It must be safe for me to 
leave this hiding place.” 

Johannes crawled through the woodpile 
and knelt to pray. “Father in heaven, I thank 
Thee for hiding me safely, and for sending 
me food each day.” 


Bird-Sitting Is for the Birds 
From page 5 


But there was still the mopping up to do. 

Had I known this was going to happen, I 
certainly wouldn’t have scrubbed the floor a 
few hours earlier! Along with a soaking-wet 
box of cleansing tissues, I moved every- 
thing off the tile drainboard. What a mess! 

Putting the tissues into the oven, I set it 
at 150 degrees to dry them out, then did 
the dishes without further catastrophes. 
That is, not until later. 

We hadn’t noticed during all the commo- 
tion whether the mother bird came to the 
kettle her two little survivors were occupy- 
ing. But the “orphans” were chirping so 
loudly we knew they must be terribly hun- 
gry. We tried to find something for their 
empty craws, but all I could think of was 
the scrambled egg Mike had left from 
breakfast, so we invited them to “open up” 
for a snack. But, no, they simply wouldn’t 
cooperate with us; they turned up their lit- 
tle “noses” at the menu. We had to give up. 

Finally the mother returned and found 
her children safe and sound, although be- 
hind “closed doors,” which did not seem to 
bother her at all. With a juicy dinner for 
the babies, she soon made them happy with 
her “bill” of fare, and we rested assured that 
from now on they wouldn’t starve. 

But the bird twins were fast growing up, 
and after several days we knew it was time 
for them to learn to fly. Since they couldn’t 
get out of the kettle, it was up to us to take 
them out and give them flying lessons on 
the lawn. They awkwardly stretched their 
clumsy wings and flitted along on the 
ground the best they could. 

Before long, the front yard wasn’t big 
enough, so Virginia took them to the back 
yard. Mike was eager to help with their les- 
sons, but he squeezed them too tight, and 
we had to protect them from him. But he 
had fun watching them. 

Then one day, as they got stronger and 
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began to use their wings more, the mother 
bird discovered them in our back yard, tak- 
ing lessons. The father seemed to have lost 
all interest in his family and had never re- 
turned, but the mother stuck by, and oh, 
what a fuss she made when she found her 
children in a strange place. She didn’t seem 
to appreciate our efforts in coaching them 
how to fly. So we set them up on a limb of 
the apricot tree and watched as she flew 
down to them with another meal. 

The next day, as Virginia tossed them 
gently into the air, they were able to fly to 
the apricot tree by themselves. She allowed 
them to try several times before the mother 
bird arrived. But now we were sure they 
were able to get along without us, so we 
turned the job completely over to her. 

But, by the way, do you remember the 
cleansing tissues I put in the oven on Fri- 
day? Well, we didn’t remember them! By 
the time we went to the market and back 
that afternoon, we had to start supper. I 
turned the oven up to 375 degrees so it 
would be hot for the potatoes, and after a 
while I smelled a peculiar odor. Upon open- 
ing the oven door, I found the box of tissues 
roasted to a perfect golden brown! 

Maybe the birds, snuggled together in 
that kettle, had never been safer, but I’m 
convinced that bird-sitting is strictly for the 


birds. 


Animal Oddities 
From page 9 


exclaimed on seeing his first giraffe. Its 
blood pressure has to be more than thirteen 
times as high as man’s, in order to pump the 
blood up the incredibly long neck. People 
used to believe giraffes had a camel for a 
mother and a leopard for a father! The 
scientific name is still Giraffa camelopardalis, 
and if you look at the word carefully, you 
can see camel and I(e)opard in it! 

The hippo wallows in the muddy stream 
with only its bulging eyes peeping above 
the water. When life is dull ashore, he has 
the remarkable ability to submerge and 
take a stroll on the sandy bottom. 

The head of a hippo, with its absurdly 
tiny ears, weighs as much as a quarter of a 
ton, and its jaw muscles are mighty. With 
its canine teeth, big as a baby’s arm, it can 











crunch through the hide of a crocodile or 
sever a man in one bite. 

Sometimes the porcupine gets intoxi- 
cated. He sips the juice of fermented ma- 
roela berries and staggers away drunk. 

The little mongoose, which looks like a 
weasel, lives in deserted termite hills. It 
prefers a diet of poisonous snakes and it 
can move with such speed that it avoids the 
snake’s deadly fangs. The sharp teeth of the 
mongoose sink into the reptile before the 
snake has time to strike. 

The wart hog is a wild pig and gets its 
name from the wartlike bumps on its snout 
and head. The wart hog lives in a burrow. If 
he goes in head first, he leaves his rump 
temptingly open to attack. So when danger 
threatens he races for home, wheels around, 
and backs in. 

If there’s a porcupine inside, the wart hog 
emerges with great speed, squealing. 

All these fascinating animals and count- 
less more can be observed in a magnificent 
game reserve called Kruger National Park 
in South Africa. The park is about the size of 
New Jersey or Massachusetts and is the 
most famous wildlife sanctuary in the world. 

Visitors drive through and must stay in 
their car. 

Lions make use of the autos to stalk ante- 
lope or other prey. The exhaust fumes mask 
their scent. 

The lion packs the most deadly wallop of 
all the jungle beasts. Frank W. Lane, in 
Nature Parade, tells of a hunter who saw a 
lion fell a running zebra with one blow of 
his sledge-hammer paw. The zebra was dead 
in half a second! 

Elephants abound in Kruger National 
Park. They average about six tons in 
weight. Each of them strips the park of 
about 900 pounds of vegetation every day. 

Baboons are common and may live as 
long as forty-five years. 


Authorities report that it’s impossible to 


dig an aardvark out of his burrow. The 


' powerful little animal can dig faster than 


several men with spades, and can drag 
along three men clinging to its tail. 

The list of curiosities is endless. Each 
animal species has its own fascinating 
method of eating, sleeping, hunting, or kill- 
ing. Yet, if you'll get acquainted with the 
tiny Creatures in your own back yard you will 
discover that they are even more interest- 
ing! 
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10. Rom. 15:4 God provided material 








Gardener for God 
From page 8 


passed since the day they left Cape Town. 

And now that they were here, the kraal 
was as black as the night above them. Not a 
light shone anywhere. All Robert could see 
was the high wall, standing between him 
and the people he had come to serve. Af- 
rikaner, a chief with a price on his head, was 
behind that wall. 

“Will he let me in?” Robert cried in his 
heart. “Will he let me in?” 

(To be continued) 


My Diary for May 1, 1960 
From page 11 


1:30 P.M. 


Lunch is over, the booth judging is com- 
plete, and the special events are about to be- 
gin. First on the list is the fire-by-friction 
contest, then the slow bicycle race, followed 
by the bicycle relay. 

2:30 P.M. 

The clubs have just finished their dem- 
onstrations of fancy marching. It is fascinat- 
ing to see these Pathfinders go through their 
intricate maneuvers. 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 
Lesson Theme for the third quarter: "The Path of Obedience" 





X!l—Truthful Lips 


(September 10) 


Memory VERSE: “Lying lips are abomination 
to the Lord: but they that deal truly are his 
delight” (Proverbs 12:22). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Repeat or read the ninth commandment (Ex- 
odus 20:16). Read what James says about the 
power of the tongue in James 3:1-10. Read the 
memory verse. 

SUNDAY 
The Power of the Tongue 


Open your Bible to James 3. 

That little organ that you keep in your mouth 
and that you use all day long to make your 
thoughts and feelings known is a very powerful 
part of the body. The apostle James likens it to 
many small things that have big effects. Look 
in the lesson texts you read yesterday (James 
3:2-6) and see to how many things he likens the 
tongue. 

The little bar of steel that is part of a horse’s 
bridle and which goes into the horse’s mouth is 
called a “bit.” This small bit turns him when 
you control the reins so that he takes you which- 
ever way you wish. 

The helm or rudder of a ship is very small 
compared to the whole ship, but under your 
steering it turns the boat the way you want it to 
go. 
Your leader at summer training camp takes a 
small lighted match and sets alight the pile of 
wood for the campfire and in no time at all you 
have a huge fire. 

So the little tongue is capable of great things. 
Read what James says about its power, in verses 
8-10. 

Two of the Ten Commandments deal with the 
tongue. The third commandment tells us to be 
reverent in our use of the name of the Lord. 
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The ninth commandment tells us to be careful 
of our tongue in safeguarding the reputation of 
others. “Thou shalt not bear false witness against 
thy neighbour,” it warns (Ex. 20:16). 


For further reading: Christ’s Object Lessons, 
p. 338 (1923 ed., p. 341, par. 4; p. 342). 


TuInk! Do you think of your tongue as some- 
thing entrusted to you to use to God’s glory? 


Pray that you may always use your tongue 
wisely. 


MONDAY 
Satan a Liar 


Open your Bible to 2 Kings 5. 


Jesus is the Truth, and He is the “faithful 
and true witness,” but Satan is the father of 
lies and liars. He has always used lies to get his 
own way. Jesus said of him that “he was a 
murderer from the beginning, and abode not 
in the truth, because there is no truth in him. 
... He is a liar, and the father of it” (John 8:44). 
He told a lie to Eve to get her to do his will. 
He told her that she would not die if she ate the 
fruit of the tree of the knowledge of good and 
evil, when he knew that this was not true. 

The sins and crimes we read about in the 
Bible nearly all contain records of lies told or 
deceits practiced, and they brought a trail of 
misunderstanding and unhappiness. 

Jacob lied to his father because he wanted the 
birthright. He deceived him into thinking he was 
his hairy brother Esau by covering his arms 
with the skin of a kid, and he told a deliberate 
lie when he took the savory meat his mother had 
prepared to his blind father and said, “I am 
Esau thy firstborn” (Gen 27:19). What trouble 
resulted from Jacob’s lies! He incurred his 
brother’s wrath because Isaac had given him the 
birthright, and he had to flee from home! 








Gehazi’s greed led him to lie to Naaman and 
then to his master, Elisha. Read the story of his 
lies and what unhappiness they brought him, in 
verses 20-27. 

The devil tries to make us believe that we can 
get what we want by lying, but lying brings 
only unhappiness and regret. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 144, par. 3. 

THINK! Do you ever let Satan tempt you to 
think that you will make things easier for your- 
self by lying? 

Pray to take the way of truth always. 


TUESDAY 
“White Lies” 


Open your Bible to Genesis 37. 


We hear a lot about “white lies”—statements 
made that in themselves may be true but that 
are intended to deceive people. 

The commandment-keeping Christian does not 
deceive in this way. The Bible says of these 
who are accepted in heaven that “in their mouth 
was found no guile” (Rev. 14:5). 

The child of God speaks the truth, even if, 
as the psalmist says, it may be “‘to his own hurt” 
(Ps. 15:4). He will not try to deceive by guile, 
by crafty or tricky wording. 

“Everything that Christians do should be as 
transparent as the sunlight. Truth is of God; 
deception, in every one of its myriad forms, is 
of Satan; and whoever in any way departs from 
the straight line of truth is betraying himself 
into the power of the wicked one.’—Thoughts 
From the Mount of Blessing, p. 68. 

We have an example of lying in the story of 
Joseph and his brothers. After they had sold him 
to the Midianite merchantmen, they did some- 
thing to deceive their father about his son’s 
fate and cover up their guilt. Read verses 31-33 
and see what they did and said. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 212. 

Tuink! Do you ever try to make people believe 
something that is not true without actually lying 
about it? 


Pray to have no guile in your mouth. 


Isaac was 


WEDNESDAY 
Vain Lips 


Open your Bible to Psalm 12. 

There are other ways of bearing false witness 
besides lying. David tells us about one kind of 
false witness. Find what this is, in verse 2. 

There is a great difference between honest 
praise and flattery. It is good to encourage those 
who are making an honest effort, but to flatter 
anyone is to exaggerate the truth. People usually 
flatter others because they want to win their 
favor. In this way they hurt not only the ones 
they flatter but their own souls also. 

We read in the book of Joshua about a tribe 
of people called the Gibeonites who lived in the 
Promised Land. They looked on with alarm as 
the Israelites proceeded to conquer all the in- 
habitants of the country. So they made a plot. 
They pretended to be travelers from a faraway 
country, and wearing old shoes and clothes and 
taking moldy bread with them, they came to the 
Israelites and asked them to make a treaty with 
them, since they lived so far away—so they said. 
They used flattering words to get their way, 
saying, ‘““We are thy servants,” and saying that 
they had heard of the fame of their God, when 
they had no intention of reverencing Him. 

Unfortunately, Joshua was quite taken in by 
their flattery and their ruses and made the 
treaty without praying to God for counsel. 

The Bible warns us also against using proud 
words. Nebuchadnezzar boasted of how he had 
built up Babylon. Goliath boasted of what he 
would do to David, but both these boasters were 
brought low. Read what God says will happen to 
those who flatter and boast, in verse 3, 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
254, par. 3. 

Tuink! Are your lips free from the evils of 
flattery and boasting? 


Pray for honest lips. 
THURSDAY 
Guarded Lips 


Open your Bible to Proverbs 6. 
In Proverbs 6:16-19 are listed some things that 





G. DORE, ARTIST 


deceived by Jacob’s lies. Jacob got what he wanted, but terrible trouble followed! 
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the Lord hates. Two of them have to do with 
the tongue. Can you find these two things in 
this passage? 

God’s people are known by the way they speak 
to others as well as by how they speak of God. 
“Surely they are my people, children that will 
not lie” (Isa. 63:8) He says of them. 

However, it is impossible for anyone without 
God’s help to keep from sinning with his lips. 
“If any man offend not in word, the same is a 
perfect man” (James 3:2). James goes on to tell 
those who would be perfect, “Who is a wise man 
and endued with knowledge among you? let him 
shew out of a good conversation his works with 
meekness of wisdom” (James 3:13). 

Do you ever go through a day without sinning 
with your lips? So many words slip out that we 
wish we’d kept back. The Bible has a good 
prayer for us to pray that will help keep those 
words from popping out: “Set a watch, O Lord, 
before my mouth; keep the door of my lips” 
(Ps. 141:3). 

If we prayed this prayer every day, how much 
unhappiness and misunderstanding would be 
prevented! 

For further reading: Testimonies, vol. 2, p. 54, 
par. 1 

THINK! Do you pray to God every day to set 
a watch before your mouth? 


Pray that God may be pleased with the words 
that come from your lips. 


FRIDAY 


RepeaT the ninth commandment. (Ex. 20:16.) 
TELL how each of the following broke the 
ninth commandment: 


JACOB NEBUCHADNEZZAR 

GEHAZI GOLIATH 

JOSEPH’S THE GIBEONITES 
BROTHERS 


NAME the different ways in which we can bear 
false witness. 

For further reading: A. S. Maxwell, The Bible 
Story, vol. 2, pp. 9-19; vol. 5, pp. 86-88. 

Review the memory verse. 





My Diary for May 1, 1960 
From page 19 


3:15 P.M. 


The Cossack Drill Team of the Twenty- 
seventh Infantry Division (Wolfhounds) 
has just completed a masterful demonstra- 
tion. The men were dressed in imitation- 
bearskin hats and fancy belts with brass 
buckles. Their presentation should challenge 
the Pathfinder clubs for months to come. 


I'm glad for the shade of these big trees 
here in the park. That sun is hot today! 

One more event before giving out the 
awards. Guess I'll go over to watch the clubs 
join in erecting an outpost camp. 

3:45 P.M. 

In just twenty minutes these Pathfinders 
have erected a complete camp for six per- 
sons. It includes pup tents, eating table, 
food preparation table, a drying rack for 
mess kits, a wash stand, shower, water-bag 
holder, campfire, flag pole, fence, and an 
arch over the entrance. It is fascinating to 
see what can be made with poles and rope. 


4:00 P.M. 


This is the time the Pathfinders have 
been waiting for—the report of the judg- 
ing committee. Elder L. E. Davidson, chair- 
man of the committee, is coming to the 
microphone. He states that all clubs earning 
from 110 to 130 points are to receive a first 
award, those earning from 90 to 109 points 
a second award, and those under 90, a 
third award. Everyone is tense and silent as 
he begins to read off the list. “Third award 
goes to Hauula” (applause). “Second awards 
to Central and Kaneohe” (more applause). 
“First awards to Aiea, Japanese, Kailua, 
Kaimuki, Maili, and Waimanalo.” Shouts of 
gratitude and praise ring through the park. 
The club directors step forward to receive 
their ribbons and congratulations from 
Elder Wright. 

4:15 P.M. 

What's that? There’s quite a commotion 
over by the MV booth. A reporter has 
come from one of the city’s newspapers, and 
he wants a picture of all the Pathfinders 
and staff members in one mass formation. 
What a fitting climax to a BIG day! [Il 
remember Hawaii’s Fifth Annual Pathfinder 
Fair for a long time to come! 
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1. The golden-mantled ground squirrel does not 
live on the plains or open meadows as many of his 
relatives do, but prefers the more wooded, cut- 
over places. 2. He feeds on pine nuts, berries, grass, 
Oregon grapes, mushrooms, insects, and grains. 3. As 





a rule he does not bother man’s crops too much, 
for he does not congregate near the fields in large 
numbers as other ground squirrels do, but when 
he finds a cache of horse feed in a nearby stable 
he can steal a large quantity of oats in a short time. 





4. By the middle of September these ground 
squirrels usually begin hibernation, but they do 
not sleep as soundly as some others, for they wake 
up occasionally to snack on their stored foods. 5. 
The round-tailed ground squirrel inhabits some of 














the hotiest deserts in the country and seems to 
like it. 6. He is small, and the upper part of his 
coat is a beautiful reddish color that matches very 
well the color of the sand dunes. Where the sand 
is more yellowish his coat is usually also more tan. 























7. This ground squirrel is shy and harmless, but 
interesting and full of comic acting, as may be noted 
in Disney’s film, “The Living Desert.” 8, 9. Two other 
ground squirrels we will mention before going on 
to our main character are the small spotted ground 


24 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


squirrel of the south-central States and Mexico and 
the large spotted arctic ground squirrel of Alaska 
and northern Canada. Why both should be spotted 
in such differing climates is hard to say, but the dif- 
ference in size is characteristic of the two areas. 








